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THE RIGHT 
HONORABLE AND 


RELIGIOVS PATTERNES 
OF VERTVE, AND PATRONS 
of Learning, EowarD, Lord DE x- 
N1E, Baron of |Valtham, and his 
moſt noble Sonne JAMES 
Lord Hay, 


EWA [ght Honourable Lords, 
| F © 2, though vaworthie and 
\ vnknowne ( as nt wor- 
thy to be known to your 
Lordſhips) I want that 
{ good opinion begog, by 
=& forcknowledge , which, 
like a pleaſing glaſſe thar 
makes any thing that is ſcene through it ſceme 
berter then it is, might ſcta faire gloſſe vpon 
the forctront of this rude Poem; yet not doub- 
ting, but that your Honours will vouchſafero 
A 3 looke 


— 


Epiſtle Dedicatoric_, 

looke vpon my imperfeAions hercin , wit 
moreaftetionout of paſſionfor the deads ſake 
whom here” I honor, then iudgement out of 
reaſontodilcuſc, how vnworthic Iam to dil- 
courſc ot ſuch-//ezoy. 1 prcſumeto offer vp in 
my !Va/thams Coriplaint this funcrall Obſequie, 
or mourncfull Mcnezta, at the ſhrine oft your 
Fauours,as the Sacrifice of my laſt dutie rothat 
moſtNoblc, and to you moltdeare,dead Zaate; 
of whom living, by hcr Siltcrsteares,my 2u/e 
in her firft Infancic of being knowne,, tinding 
gratiousacceptance, but depriu'd the fruition 
thereof through incuitable chaunce, and ho- 
ping with her weake breath to rcuiue thoſe 
ſparks that my inforc't abſcnce had rakt vp in 
the aſhes of obliuion, latcly linging the mage 
of hcr Honor, was ( alas tha: I ſhould ſay ſhee 
was) too ſuddainly thunder-ſtriken by thar 
viookt-for Dart of Death, in top of all her 
hopes. \V bercfore both of that conſecrated to 
her Ho?or, then living, and of this, deuotcd to 
_our { ord/h1ps,in honor of her now dead, molt 

umbly craving your gracious Proteftions , 
$ oP 

Tir Honours 


moſt kumbly at ecm- 


mand, R. N. 


- 


DE Ee Bo 
EDI 


w 


26:0 
BLACK dog 


wlls 


a 
e 


To the ſame righrHo- 
norable Lords, the Lord 


DEnnw1et, and the Lord 
HAT, 


+ 4 He laſt, the leaſ?, and yet beſt deed alone 
Done to the dcad by thoſe that be ſarniue, 
1s to record their vertues, they being gone: 
For only Vertue keepes the dead altuc. 
My lajt, my leaſt, and yet my beſt Ican 
Of dutie to that honord I adiesname_, 
Ith:ch from her vertnes firſt in me begay, 

1 oweto you,that beſ} can iudge the fame. 
My (ubieft (Noble Lords) doth fit your worth, 
And ſince my humble ſliic is farre too baſe, 

] for the ſubiefts ſake doe pick you forth, 

That ſtile and ſubieft both mty pwrehaſe grace. 
If hich if (ereat Lords \my humble Muſe obtain, 
Walthams complaint cannot be told in waine, 


Your Honours 


moſt humbly deuoted. 
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COMPLAINT, 


N that (fixt month, whoſe name art firſtbegunne 
] From great eAwugnitis, good Oftanins ſonne, 
When in each fertile field rhe flowrie graine 
Shot vp on high,did bow their heads againe, 

As doing humble homage to the earth, 


From whence they tooke their being and their birth; 


And every fruicfull cree did ſeeme to groane 

As burthened with the fruit that hung thereon, 

Inv ting all that paſt by their abode, 

To ſtrip their boughes, andeaſe them oftheirlode; 
B-(ide the bankes of Lees delightfull brooke, 


Which * Walthezms ancient Towne doth ouerlooke, walthen' 


I walk'd,expeQing in the dayes prime birth 

The ioy, wich which the _—_— greers the carth; 
Bur ſhee, as not diſpoſ'd to mirth, did lay 

Her azure robes with luer fring'd away; 


And1n their ſtead, whoſe weate the world doth glad 


Was ia Carkeruſſer mantle meanly clad, 
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Abbey. 


IW althams Complaint. 


A vale of miſt her filuer brow did hide, 
The galden tramels of her hairc were tide 

Infillet of blacke cloudes, and with ſad looke 

She mourner-like to heauen her iournictooke; 
Earth, as it had apartin ſorrow bore, 

Vpan her backe a cloke of vapours wore, 

And, zs if wanting eyes her griefe toſhew, 

Her graſle in ſtcad of teares dropt weeping dew 
Into theriucr Lee, by which I Rood, 

b 2arr.im> Three other brookes, that to incre»ſe her flood © 

Beane and Did poore themſelues, with her along did glide 

the Stower Acitab griefetheir waters could divide: 

__ ted Which their mixe waves did mutually declare, - 

ame c | , . , 

the ſh:reQ By breathing voporic ſ1ghes into the aire: 

hke,b-- Wholewaters bubling o're the pible ſtone, 

caxt it de- Ag if they would vnto the trees vpon 
wide - The "1 on cither ſide exprefle by yoyce 
—__ An inward forrow, made a murmuring noyſe. 

« ſores, Allthinges that came beneathmy fight did ſhow 
As cach with other would conſort in woe; 
Whichthrough mine eycs did ſteale my hearts cons 
To beare apart; for Iro Waltham went, (ſend 
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IW Valthams ks : 


Beſide whoſe Abbie there a worke of prayſe, 
Which worthie hands in antique time did rayſe, 

< That noble Barons Hoſpitable ſeate, 

Where rich and pore find bountifull intreate, 

$1d ſpeRacle of ſorrow 1 did ſee, 

The fight of which did muchimpaſſion mee. 

Oa the bare ground, fitting in open fiele, 
- A faire, bur forJorne, Lady I beheld, 

Wizhout remorſe, nowrending from herhead, i 
Her yellow haire , likethreds of gold diſpred 
Abour her filuer necke, now beating ſore 

Her breaſt, the lodge ofgricſe, and evermore 
Fixing hereye ſo fedfaſt on the ground, 

As thence, from her owne teares. which did abound, 
As from a Chriſtall gl:fe, helpe ſhe would borrow, 
To ſcethe face ofher owne faces ſorrow ; 

Whoſe woful! geſture did my beartſo wound, T 
That I requeſted her to ſhew the ground ; 
Of this her griefe, and ſhe as loath to ſpeake, 

Yetin theſe wordes at laſt didfilence breake, 

In vaine, my voyce, in vaine thoudoſtimpare - *-* + 
wW cake words, for ſignes of my we-wounded heort, 


In 
SS & RIS Br cal 
(65 Sent wr Di 


c The Lord 
Dennie. 


In vaine my heartdoe thy ſad ſighes arife 
From inwardchoughts with teares to fill mine eyes: 
Jn yaine mine eyes your moiſt teares overflow; 
No griefe ſo great, that can exprefe my woe. 
Weak words, ſad ighes,moiſt teares,in yaineye bee 
Mine Honourdead I ncuermore ſhall ſee, 
To heare her mourning andher ſad complaiar, 
I ſilent was awhile with griefes confraing; 
Till ſorrowes ſelfe did vrge me aske her name, 
To which thus ſhee this {ad reply did frame. 
Waltham] was; avd though ſome thinkeI am 
What | baye beene; yer beareT butche name 
Of what I was;and yet in my diſtreſſe 
Such is my chance, (hard chicc you wel may gheſſe) 
Thar wreichcdT of late through deaths deſpight, 
Have loſt my Deare, my Datling,my Delight, 
The Light otnature, Ornament of earth, 
Modell of heauen,the Peurle of _ whoſe birth 
Did withthzt Honour grace my fruitfull wombe, 


Which now,ſhee dead, lies buried in her zombe. 
For knuw (alas that it ſhould ere be knowne) 
My Honour late is dead,is dead and gone. 


Wat't 


IWalthams Complaint. 


Was'r not enough that fortune, who takes pleaſure 

In humane wocs,bereau'd me of chat treaſure, ; 

Lees large ftreame (thoughnow e pore 

rooke) did bring vato my ſhore; 

Till Alfred, ſcourge cf Danes, thacRoyall King dor Alured 
Her larger fircame toleſler brookes did bring; which vpew 
when Demmarks Nauie did on her broad breaft —_— 


Which cal 
And pettic 


My lifter Hartford with long fiege moleſt : 


Where he that time his foes proud hexers did tame me at Wat 
And burnt their Dan;ſhFleer with Engiiſb flame? =—tham.Raph 
Was't not enough I ſay, 1 ſo ſhould bee Holleſ.l.a, 
Berefc of comfort in beloued Lee : Deſerage. 


Bur that by death, eu'v ſhee, whom all did know 


To be (ay me that now ſhe is nor ſo) 

My garlands faireſt lower, ſhould be defaced, 
The faireſt lower, that eremy garland graced? 
No hand will crop the ſtemme vp in deſprghe, 
Thar ou yeeldech flowers lor delight; 


Noc 


'Te will ” 


Ofſuch aplantr, : 
Yer (hee, true plant of Honour (Ofterne death) 
Ev'a bearing fruit was blaſted by thy breath. 


his axe vnto the root 
at yearely yeeldeth fruit; 


If 
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Walthams Complaint. 


Cl 


Ifever beautie might prevaile with thee, 

A rarcr beautie eye Cid ſeldome fee; 

Tfeuer honor; ſhe, moſt noble Dame, 

Was Honor ſeltein nature and in names 

If ever Vertue;ſhe was that faire ſhrine, 

Whence Vertues beames vnto the World &id ſhine, 
How could'tthou looking on her lovely face, 

] ift vp thy hand to ſtrike, when in that place 
Youth, grac'd with a'l the graces heauen could giue, 
D:d with ſuch beautie beg thy leave to live? 

How covuld'ſt thou but let fal thy deadly dart, 

When fad'y ſhe (at thovght of which my hart 

Now bleeds afrcſh) diſtilling from her eyes 

D: cps pure as pearle, did ſhew in wofull wiſe 

Hcr childed wombe, that thou ſhould Rt pitic take, 
It nor for hers, yet for her infants ſake ? 

H-w could'tt, I ſay, but mildly looke = her, 
When in her burthened wombe, that babe of Honor 
Did for the mother mercie ſeeme to c: ic, 

And ſhe againe, for her deare babe would dic ? 

O vnrelenting death thou could Rt notthen 

Strike, though thy hand werel:fred vp : bur when 
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HE 
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Walthams Complaint. 


Lncinabrought the ſweet babe from the throes 
Of the cha(t mother to this world of woes, 
Then, then,thy hand did crop my Honors flowre, 
My Beauties bud, my Bounties Pacamourc. 
But why did Nature,to augment her fame, 
With cunning build vp ſuch a glorious frame, 

And heay'n with her more glorious ſpirit grace it, 
Finding no fairer manſion whereto place it: 
Yet lezucit,like vaine bubble made of breath, 

, To be a triumph to viRorious death? 
Poore Niture wel Ice, that allthy powre 

ut weakneflc is:Death daily doth deuoure 

Thy nobleſt workes : of beggars and of Kings 
The generation from corruption ſprings, 
Fleſh 1s but duſt, made vp in humane ſhape, 

; To which, weake Nature, like th'Eternals Ave, 
T'induc2 vs to belecue that ſhe can giue 
Erernitic to make ir cuer live, 

Ir A lively colour over it doth lay, 
Which makes fleſh thinke it never ſhaldecay , 
But flouriſh cuer; when vnlookt-for Death 
Dothin a moment blaſt it with his breath; 


4 * Flcſh 


Walthams Complaint. 


« Fleſhis but fleſh,the faireftthings doe fall, 
& The ſtrongeſt Roop,Dcath is the end of all. 
Loue-drawing load-ſtars, voto whom is given 
Shape, hke the winged meſſengers of Heauen, 
To whoſe ſweet beauties all mens knees are bear, 
Helpe me, O helpe mc, kindly ro lament 
This honor'd Lady,Lady ofall Honor, 
A-+dinyour gentle hearts ſo thinke ypon her, 
That in the glifſe, when you with curious care 
Trimming the treſſes of your golden haire 
Shall wonder at your ſclues, you then may ſay, 
This beautic is but borrowed tor a day, 
An houre,a minute,or a moments ſpace, 
Death's heere, is there, at hand in cuery place, 
The Springs moſt hopefull bud in yourhful May 
Is ſometime with the bloſſome blowne away: 
Tre fruit ſometimes dothperiſh in the bud, 
At moſt it can att2ine bu; ſo much good, 
As to growripe, and drop intothe ſhade: 
Both bloſſome,bud;and fruit in time doe vade. 
Nor doe I (imply challenge Death alone 
Of that late wropg,too ſoon alas yer done, 
To 
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VValchams Complaint. 


To the dead mirrour of all womev kind: 

Th'incuitable end of things deſtgn'd, 

And written by the great Creators hand 

Tn the ftar-text of Heaven, ſhall cuer ſtand, 

Andin it ſelfe is good, bur cuery end 

Vpon a mediate cauſe dowh ſtill gepend. 

And though by meanes at cuil ends vie aime; 

Yetdiuine prouidence directs the ſame, 

And makes, when wicked weall 200d negleR, 

An cuill cauſe produce a good efteR: 

So that ſad inſt: umenct of wicked il}, 

By which death doubtleſſe found the way to ſpill 

This glorious worke of nature, cuil ment, 

Spoile was the end and ſcope cfhis intent, 

But heauen did fruſtrate what his purpoſe was; 

Yetinhis ation ſutfer'd him to paſſe, 

That ſo her ſoule, ſhut yp in houſe of clay, 

Vnworthic ſuch a gueſt might find a way, 

Vpon deaths ladder from baſe carthto riſe : 

For death is Honors ſcaleto climbe the skies. * 

Bucwoe tothee the while, whoſe wicked hands 

Were inſtruments of death t' yoknic the bands, - 
B Which 


Walthams Complaint. 


Whichin that body held ſo faire a mind, 

In which foule enuies ſelfe go fault could find; 
O wretched world, whoſe crooked backe deth bow, 
And grone beneath foure ages paſt, yer thou 

As old ineuill, as in age doſt nurſe 

Thine owne diſeaſe, and which alaſſe is worſe 
Doſion!y yeeld thine aged pappes to thoſe, 

Thar are blacke muſchiefcs friends agd vertues foes : 
Thine iron age the worſt of allthe foure 

In no part good, when good men diddeplore 
Aiftraas flight from hence to heauen abouec, 

Was notſo bad; but that it may improue 

This thy laſt age,of clay, of dirt, ofmud, 

Of anything more vile or void of good 

When euill ſpirits in ſhapes ofmen doe dwell, 
Andearth itſelfe is made another hell: 

Aſtrea then from earth to heauen did flie, 
B<cauſetruth troden downe did helpleſle lic 
Beneath oppreſſion, andto her was giuen, 
Thatplace,wherenow ſhe holds the ſcale in heaueo, 
Yer Honour with vs wy ſeeme to flayr 
' As if from carth,heauen weuld not take away 
| Vertues 
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IValthams Complaint, 


Vertues reward, till Vice did ſo abound, 

That now true vertue no where can be found: 

Or ifit can, yer doth ir want reward; 

The ſonnes of Honornow haue no regard, 

To baſcr vice greatneſle of Rate inclines, 

Whole vpſtart greomnes, ech wherein purple ſhines; 
Soulc- ſaving vertne ſhames co ſhew her face, 

To be true vertvous now 15 to be baſe, 

And honeſtie, whence Honor takes her name, 
Tothoſe profeſle it, is accounted ſhame: 

Then happy ſhe,though hapleſſe we lamence 

The abſence of her noble ſoule, which ſent 

From Heauen at firſt, as heauenly dew did fall 
Veonthis finfull earch, and finding all 

Too groſſe end muddie, where ſhee mightremaine, 
\Was through che poores of her lifes fruc againe 
Exhal'd fromearth by thoſe attraQivue rayes , 
Which heauens bright ſun of mercy thence diſplaies 
Where vnto her all glorie now is giu'n; 

Aſtre as ſelfe and all thoſe ars in heauen, 

Which antique times did ftellifie of yore, 

Ciuc honor ynto Honor evermore: 
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No part of thofe rare parts, that did exccll, 

Vhoſe werth no tongue,much leſſe thy Muſe could 
Though ſhe oblig'd by Cutie gaueth' afſay, (telly 
While time doth laſt, on earth ſhal ece decay, 

For heaucn, whem living ſhe did truly honor, 
Now dead bcſtowes a living name vpon her; 

A name to lic, while fame hath wings to flie, 

For ſure on carth, the fame ſhall neucr die 

Of ker true noble Syre, a patron knowne 

Vnto weake want, and ſeccnd vnto none 

For great good deeds; which Enuic cannot blame, 
Nor to this Lord denie; bur yeeld, what fame 

To him,and his dearc daughter dead doth giue, 
That ſhe by li\m,and he by her may huc; 

Mayliue in thoſe crwo noble p'arts which ſhee, 
Truc hoaot'd j 03d, hath living left to thee: 

In whom, that ſo tine image and herowne 

May vnto all peſtcritic be knowne, 

Heauen giue them length of dayes,& bleſſe them ſo, 
That from ſuch plants fruit euermc ce may grow: 
W109 inall firture times may claime the crowne 

Of chat i! uftrate deed, witich dothrenowne 
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Their Fathers name, of which ifthcſc bad dayes 
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Which ſlights beſt things would hearken to my layer, 
My Mulc (great I.ord) ſhould ſtrike ſo higha ring, h 4s the 
Toarboldeſt Bardes ſhould ceaſeto heare her fog, 74 Brayes 


And on thy Faulcons wings aloft ſhould ſoare, 
To tel of thy great Anceſtors of yore, 

And of their yalour, whence derived came 
Thoſe armes, that now nobilitate thy name, 
Wien like atempeſt that proud Pagan hoalt 
F-om the North ſeas arju'd on Scerlands coaſt, 
Wacrenecre i Loncart the noble tiuer T:y 
From thar ſad ſight, as gricu'd, did glide away, 
When ſhe beheld her countries lot finke downe 
Andfaine in fight her foes with conqueſt cr.-wne, 
Till with his plough-beame glory-thirſling Hay 
Aided by his ewo fonnes did crofle the way, 
And torc't his flying countrie-men againe 

With courage toturne head vp on the Dine, 
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Whoſe hoaſlt deftroy'd, with a plougt-beamethat+id 7: 


He ſau'd is X King and countric from decay, (day — 


Of which vpon thar held, the Flrye; own land, 
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Walthams Complaint. 


But backe my Muſe, their glory may not bee 
Thy ſubieR now; yer we by this may ice, 

That by him liuing, ble} is ſhe now dead, 

Who made him bleſſcd by a fruiful bed: 

She dead, he living both blefl euermore 

In that fatre fruic, which her chaſt boſome bore; 
Her chaſteſt boſome, which was once the bowre, 
Where vertues Queene did keepe her court, whoſe 
Which from a plant in paradiſe did ſpring, (flowre, 
Set in herthoughts faire garden forth did bring, 
The fruit of chaſt deſire and ſpotleſſcloue: 

Fot which her happic ſoule now fits aboue 

Thoſe, that for other vertuesprayſed beenc; 

In women chaſtitie is vertues Quicene, 

Which throughthat grace, which vato her was gi- 
For her true zeale vnto the King of heau'n, (u'n, 
Without the which none can poſleſſe the ſame, 
While life did laſt, ſhe kept from couch of blame: 
(Ye nobler Dames) that all vaine thoughts defpile, 
Who wouldpreferue from theft of hungric eyes 
Your flowre of bcautic,and would quench the fires, 
Which talſe term'd louc hath tin'd inbaſe delires, 
En- 
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Walthams Complaint. . 


Enſue her ſteps in grace and pictie, 
Which are the guardians of true chaftitie; 
O let not thoſe ſhape-ſhifters, that doe Neale 
By falſe pretence of ſanftimonious zeale, 
Into the cloſer of your choughts, intice 
Your eares from truth, who by a new deuiſe 
Teaching to beynchaſt,to be no crime 
Or venial at the leaſt, abuſeche ime: 
Nor let thoſe Pallace*paraſites,thoſe apes, 
VVho putting on the geflures and the ſhapes 
Of grauer men, withtheir profaner lips 
To make their Ladies laugh , ſpit forth court quips 
Againſt deuotion, mocking holy things, 
Improuc your ſanitie, whenceall good ſprings: 
Shame not to ſhew in publike,as ſhe did . 
Your zealc to heau'n, true zeale will not be hid; 
Toyne outward ation to your inward will, 
Not to doc good, ſhe knew, was to docill. 
But frem her faith the cfhcient cauſe of good, 
And thoſe diviner vertucs vnderſtood 
Ot heauenly ſoules, in which ſhe did excel, 
Let me procced her other gifts to tell, 
Leaſt 
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As if her breaihhad giu'n them fragrant ſine!l, 


Walthams Complaint. 


Leaſt court!y eaſc, of great ones counted (ate, 
To wanton Vice might open Vertues gate, 

Her fludicus ſcu'e was exerciſed ti 1; 

For where caſe is, 'tis cafic to doe il), 

When ſhee herſclfe co ſolace aid diſpoſe 

To paſſe the time, no vaive delights ſhe cheſe; 
If in her needle ſhe did rak*- delight, 

What fairer patte:ne then her hands faire white? 
Tf ſhee by art the I illies whice would ſhow ; 
Then if net there, where did white Lilies grow? 
If azure brookes windingthe lands about 

In their true figure ſhe wou!d portrait our, 

Then th:ſe blew veines were ſuch, which on her 


Made little Ilands in alittle 1and, (hand 
Wou'd ſhe worke roſes wich a perfe red, 
Herlips, as often as ſhe did behcd (powre 


'The hike growne ſhort with pearle-Jike teeth , had 


To vive a *1imſon colour to each flowre, 
Vhich on her worke folike the life 41d ſhow, 
As if .h:y by her cyes faire beames did grow, 
And thro:ghhr euch for ſent did fo excell, 
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Walthams Complaint, 


In which forskil! wich that rare Lydia» Dame 
She ſeem'd with Pallas to contend for fame, 
Sometimes her daintic voyce with breath as ſweer 
As April Zephyr's gentle gales, that g.cer 

Our ſent with odor of the mornings roſe, 

Sweet ditties did in ſuch ſweet tunes compoſe, 
That all hat hcard her ſo am3zed were, 

As it their ſoules were on'y in the eare-: 

While her ſoft hand wou'd gently touch the Lute, 
And ſometimes bid the Violl notbe mute, 
V'Vhotaught by her, as ifthcy did rcioyce 

To beare a part to ſodiuine a veyce, 

Such heavenly muſicke to the eare wou!d bring, 
That /oxes nine daughters could no berter ſing: _ 
VVich whom ſhee (honor'd Lady) nights and daics 
VVould ſpend in hearing their melodious layes, 
And vntolearni 1g eucr being a friend 

To hopefull wits her helpe ſhe would ext-nd. 

But here(pe:haps) if chou doe hap to write 

Her noble worth, which now 1 doe recite, 

Vertues companion black-mouth'd Enuie fayes, 
Thy pea doth drop a mercenarie prayſe; 


Her 
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VV althams Complaint. 


Bur to acquit thee heere theworld may know, 

She liu'd nor (noble Ladie) ro beſtow 

Herpurpol'd tauours on thy forlorne Muſe, 

| In whom, ber worth yer, which | more abuſe 

Then truly blazon, cannot ſilent fleep; 

Ofher great worth what Muſe can Gilence keep? 

Yethficethree ſiſters of that ſacred ſpring, 

About whoſe bankes ye fit and ſadly fing 

Your heau'nly skils contempt and learnings ſcorne, 

Deuble your gricfc; for greater cauſe to mourne 

How can ye have?your art muſt now need) periſh, 

Since all are dead with hcr,thac arts did cheriſh. 

Looke not in Court or Citic avie more 

To find that grace, was given you of yore, 

Now gentle blouds craio'd vp in fancies ſchoole, 
oe give the duc of learning tothe foole; 

Your art is baſe, yourskill is counted ſhame, 

You muſt be poore with thoſe profcſſe the ſame ; 

Aud thou ynhappie Swainc whoſe Muſe did rayſc 

An image of her Honor, poore cſlaycs 

In haft compil'd in hopc hcr grace to gaine, 

Negic@ of which forc'd abſcoce did conſtraine, 
| This 


Walthams Complaint. 


This Ladies lofſe may moſt of all lament, 

Too haſtie death did allthy haſt prevent; 

What boots ic here to bid thy Muſe be ſad, 

Who now more gricues, that ſhe may ſay (hee had 

Hope in good hap, till that vnhappy day, 

{ That death with her tooke hope and hap away; 

Then iuſtly haſt thou part in my complaint, 

To waile the lofle of that now heavu'nly Saint; 

For who like her (ah none like her is left) 

Will deigne to heare thee ing, thou art bereſr 

Of future hopes, who ſpake thee faire, forlorne, 

Now mock ; hopes and laugh thy cares to ſcorne; 

Breake then thy pipe, that was thy wonted blifſe, 

Whoſe tunes once pleaſd, if ſome thinke not amiſle, 

Ne letthy Clioes trump, whoſe ſound did bring 

The dead tolife, when Exmies eares didring, 

Ts heare the prayſcs of Eliz4s name, 

Beeuer heard to {ound the deeds of fame, 

May none aliuc, that doe the Muſes wrong 

Once dead, be nam'd in any Muſes ſong. 

Neletthe painted Theater be grac'd 

Wirth tragick ſcxnefrom thee ; Wit ſo miſplit'd. 
Hath 


mplaint. 


Hath weau'd the webs of folly, neicherler 
Thy Muſe henceforth more ſeriovs things 'orget, 
To pleaſc the world: who beſt deſerues, ſhall tinde 
Beſt friends wax cold, and a!l the world vakinde, 
Then henceforth filent fit in thy ſad cell, 

And euermore bid ſuch delights farewell, 

Or inthy thoughts, ifto thy ſelfe thou raiſe 

A ſhrine to vertue, where to offer praiſe, 

To whom ſo chaſt, yer faire as eye could finde, 

To whom fo faire, and yet ſo mecke in minde ; 

To whom ſo mecke, yet borne in Honors Throne, 
Canſt offer it bur vnto her alone? 

In them that live, what now is worthy found, 

Who only vaunt to heare falſe fl:tterie ſound 

Their painted beauties,chicfly they provide 

Them Paraſitesto praiſe therr fooliſh pride, 

Slic Apes, that can but congie with aleg, 

Doe gaine their grace, while Icarned wits may beg. 
Goe then, zh goc thon to yon ſacred Fane, 
In which her chaſt cead body doth remaine ; 
For lcftto me poore Waltham nothing is 

O: my dearc Honor now, excepting this, 


That 
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Walthams Complaint. 


Thar buriall to her body deadT giue, 

Who gauc it birth at firſt, when it did liue : 

There as thou didſt before her living ſhed 

Thy (:(tcrs Teares for Royall Heme dezd, 

Vato her Tomb, let teares thy,dutie ell, 

And from ſad Waltham bid a 1ad farewell. 

This ſaid, ſhee ſigh'd, and a»thar (igh did rife, 
Shee roſe and vaniſhe from before mine cies, 
Which not ſo maz'de to ſee, asgrieu'd to know 
Her cauſe of griefe, Ito that place did goe, 

To ſceke the graue and bleſſe that happie ſtone, 
Which keeps the ſhrine wher Honor kepther throne 
Where when I came, the doores did ſay me nay, 
From whence debar'd with griefe I went my way, 
Elſe on her Tomb, whoſe ſoule now liues jnbliſſe, 
I had impoſd this Honors Pyramis, 
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Skie 1» 


Azure 2. 
Bouec the 
T*' indure 


Moſt ſure 
Then this hecr 3- 


And greater, 
Farre berter, 
In HONOR 


Ever to liue 4. 
God her dothgiue 
That place of reft, 
For Abrams breſt; 
To place her in. | 
To meane bath bin, 
An Angels roome, 
Where beeing come 


To this her bolde aſlay x. 
And Charitie made way 
p Hope made her hari ſoare hie, 
Faith gaue her Winges to flic 
To blaſt her youths May flower ; 
That Age might haue no power 
Tis thuught this Lady paſt, 
And tes wuh niore [aft 
Abouc each 'heauenly ſtarre: 
Shee is aſcended farre 
Which Fame beſtuw'd vpon her, 
For leauing Farthly Honor; 
Her ſwcert Soule did alfpire: 
Boue which with braue dcfice 


Aboue the Earth they doc abide, 6. 
The baſcr Earth can neuer hide 
Her Vercues and her Nobler party, 
Burt her true Louc to learned Arts 
Her part of Earth co Earth doth giuc: 
That was, while thee on Earth did live, 
As Faire a'Faire as any one, 


Faire Hoxomn here beneath this ſtone, 


